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Suicide - One 
Author's Notes: 


Third of four parts of "Looking for love". 


I'm writing here about a 1988 reunion concert. If you like, you may watch it on YT and see by yourself how 


much Robert confused lyrics and how Jimmy was playing. `) 


Please, leave your comment. 


My solo album debuted quite well. Reviews were encouraging. My manager booked a short tour of five gigs. 
Not bad as for a beginning. Tickets, despite my fear that no one would want to watch me without Whitesnake, 
were selling very well, so | could be proud of yourself. 


But something was wrong. | couldn't enjoy my own success. 


Since a long time | was fed up. Almost all the time | felt tired, it seemed to me that | can't keep up, as if my 


life slowed down significantly, while others rushed forward. After the last concert, when the excitement wore 


off, | felt left out on the side track, my mind was confused. 
Drugs weren't helping me, though they started to play still more and more important part in my everyday life. 


Robert was not easily available, he was working hard, his new manager, Janis, was occupying him so effectively, 
that that there was no way to contact him. | tried several times, and finally gave up. | got tired of talking, 


going out, meeting people. 


Jason Bonham called me several times, trying to invite me for some trip to the city. | didn't answer. He was 


recording on my answering machine and that was it. 


Alison, Robert's younger sister, phoned twice with an invitation to her farm. | didn't want to talk to her 
neither, because she was too much alike Robert, she was bringing me thoughts about him. | deleted her 
messages, which was inelegant, and for which | apologized, although much later. It was getting harder and 


harder for me to get up from bed in the morring, so | finally just stopped doing this. 


One morning, or maybe afternoon, | wasn't sure, | was awakened by pounding on the door. | wanted to ignore it, 
but it was impossible. | opened. There was Jason on the other side. 


"FINALLY", he exclaimed and not waiting for an invitation, passed me by and entered. He quickly looked around. 


"What's wrong with you? You're not answering phone, not giving any sign of life, you're pigging your flat.. 
What is it? | was a little worried, so | decided to come. But now I'm starting to worry seriously! Look at you, 
girl!" 


His voice was humming steadily me in the head. 

Or maybe it was hunger. | didn't know. | felt that | needed a drink. It was not even the matter of alcohol. | didn't 
drink too much of alcohol. The problem was that beeing a drug user | constantly had dry mouth. So | was 
trying to drink much, unfortunately, with no luck 


Jason sat down next to me and took my arm. 
"Patti, you know that you are like a sister for me. Tell me, what's biting you?" 


What was | supposed to tell him? That my life hurts me again? That | was afraid that | won't make any music 
anymore, because | feel burnt out? Well, thats what | told him. And that | felt lonely, so terribly lonely .. | 
started to cry. 


He sat in silence and let me to pour out that wave of despair. Then he went to the kitchen to make me strong 
coffee. While | was sipping it in small sips, he began to clean up the dishes. Filled the dishwasher, swept, 
disappeared for a while in the bathroom, and then took me to the bath. He helped me to undress and step into 
the bathtub. 

It was nice To immerse in eucalyptus foam. | washed myself and jumped into clothes, which also Jason found 
for me in my closet. | noticed that they are too loose for me. | must have lost lots of weight. 


‘lm taking you for something to eat", he ordered, when | went positively through his control of the appearance. 


| was hungry, but didn’t think | could swallow anything. However, | did. 
My thoughts strayed in the clouds, | couldn't concentrate on what Jason was talking about. But | focused when 
| heard about the 40th anniversary of Atlantic Records. 


Jason was invited to perform with the surviving members of Led Zeppelin at the anniversary gala 

Concert was planned on May 14, 1988. | couldn't believe my ears. It was fantastic news! To be able to see them 
together again on stage.. Amazing! | had no doubt that it will be a great event in the music world Led Zeppelin 
on stagel 

Jason told me that rehearsals will be held in his house. He invited me to drop by and watch. | accepted the 


invitation eagerly and took advantage of it . 


It was wonderful, though obviously different than | remembered. All three of them have changed. Robert was 
much more self confident - he had his own successful solo career. My brother seemed to lose his position of 
leader in the band in favor of Robert's. Only Jonesy was almost the same as always - aloof and ironic. On the 


face of each of them you could see the passage of time. 


Finally, THAT day arrived. Led Zeppelin was scheduled to perform as a last artist, a cherry on the cake. Just 
before going on stage, Robert quarreled with my brother about whether to play Stairway to Heaven or not. 
Robert didn't want to do that. Jimmy thought they should, because the audience was waiting for this song. 


Finally they did, but Robert confused lyrics. | didn't know whether it was on purpose or not. But certainly he 
was furious. 

That argument must have been echoing in his head throughout the whole concert, distracting him, what 
resulted this way. 

They both came down the stage angry, behind their smiles showing to the audience. 


Jim also couldn't believe that his guitar was so much out of tune. He had hoped that what he heard, it was 
the matter of lousy sound monitors, and the audience had a good reception. The reality turned out to be 
devastating. Well, maybe it could be better, if he wasn't under influence of drugs..? 


My excitement disappeared like an air from the punctured baloon. Why it couldn't be right? Why always 


something must go wrong? 
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| didn't return home that night. Jason and his fiancee Jan invited me to their house. | accepted the invitation 
with pleasure. All the way back and half of the night, excited Jason was decomposing that mini-concert into 


details and analizing it piece by piece. 


To his credit, he was amazing that night, replacing his late father on drums. For him, it was almost a 
metaphysical experience. | didn't spare him my praise, because he really deserved it. Jan had enough of us soon 


and went to sleep, leaving us only with something to eat and some alcohol. 


| thought that if | would ever want to go to the studio and record something again, I'd like to work with Jason 
For then, however, | still felt this creative impotence. | talked with Jason about it. | told him how that 
argument between Robert and Jimmy saddened me. He also felt a certain disgust, but surprisingly, he took 


Robert's side. 


Finally, when we temporarily run out of topics to talk, and that long and emotional day caused uncontrollable 
paroxysms of yawning plus total lack of concentration on what the other side was talking about, we decided 


that it was time to go to sleep. 


| locked myself in the tiny guest room and tried to sleep. But sleep wouldn't come. My head was buzzing from 
too many thoughts. | was rolling from side to side, thinking about everything and nothing. Finally, | got up and 
nervously searched my stuff. | realized that without a deck l'm not able to cope with it. | found some tablets 
in my jacket's pocket. 


| counted them. Nineteen. | took two, and then another two. And another two. | drank the juice, from the bottle 
| took from the living room, in case | wanted to drink at night. | thought to myself then that actually, why not? 
Why | cannot swallow the other tablets? | sat on the bed from where | had a good view at small garden, 


bathed in moonlight, in that warm, May night. 


On wooden dresser | found an old turntable. | brought from living room a Led Zeppelin's fourth album and 
turned it on. | didn't want to wake my hosts, so music was rather quiet. 

| strewn tablets on the bed and slowly swallowed them one by one. 

While listening to ‘Stairway to Heaven’, | felt that | didn't need much more to step on these stairs and go away. 
But when side A came to an end, | made one more effort and turned the old vinyl to the other side and lower 


the turntable's arm. 


First sounds of ‘Misty Mountain Hop' resounded. The last thing | recorded, were the first notes of ‘Going to 


California’. 


Robert's voice delighted me so much once more that | didn't even noticed, when tears started to run down my 


face. 

Later, came a series of half-awakenings and very painful, momentary returns to reality, to life. 

What | remembered best, surprisingly, was Jason's sob. 

Was it at home or in hospital? | wasn't sure. 

Doctors in hospital took an immediate care of me. 

| was balancing on a fine line between life and death and for a long time it wasn't sure on which side the scale 
tilts. 

They took me to the rescue ward and at night, when | got gastric lavage and medicaments neutralizing drugs, | 


was transferred to the intensive care ward. 


In late night music news on MTV one of the presenters announced that | died in hospital at the age of 26. 


Suicide - Two 


On May I5th, telephone in Jimmy Page's house would ring, if it wasn't temporarily disconnected. 
Jimmy, tired after concert last night, didn't want anything and anyone to disturb him in early morning. 


Unfortunately, it was not given to him to rest peacefully. Short before the dawn somebody rang the door bell 


in his London home. No one answered, so the bell rang again and again 


Very irritated Patricia, Jimmy's wife, came down the stairs and pressed the intercom button. She was hoping 


that intruder didn't wake up little Jimmy, their son, my nephew. 


On the other side she heard a very nervous female voice, but she couldn't understand a word from what the 


voice said. 
The woman was apparently crying. 


Jimmy's wife impatiently told her to go home or else she'll call the police. Then she hung up. 
She was certain that it was just another hysterical fan who tracked down the house of her idol and decided to 
see it. She was about to go back upstairs, when the bell rang again She pressed the button and began: 


"Listen, lady. Right now I'm taking the phone and calling." she wanted to say" the police ", but instead she heard: 
"Patti is dying!" And then there was a terrible sob. 


Patricia automatically pressed the button and opened the door. She wrapped herself tighter in long sweater and 
was waiting. After a moment she saw a girl running towards her. In that sobbing, red faced, disheveled girl she 
recognized Jan, Jason's fiancee. 


She moved away from the door and let her in. 


"Calm down, girl, and tell me what happened?" Patricia grabbed Jan's shoulders and shook her. Premonition of 
something terrible crept down her spine. 


What she heard seconds later, was even worse. 

"How did you get here?", she asked again, handing Jan a glass of water. She drank it immediately. 

"| came by taxi, straight from the hospital. We cannot get you on the phone. We tried about thirty times .." 
Jan told briefly what happened with me in their house and informed, in which hospital | was. 

A few tears rolled down Patricia's cheeks. She understood that she had a difficult task to inform Jimmy about 


everything. 


He, however, was not deaf, and finally went downstairs to see what was happening and why his wife was not 


coming back to bad for so long. Patricia quickly wiped her eyes with sweater's sleeve. 


"Jim .." she began, looking at sleepy face of her husband "..you have to go to the hospital. Patricia just 


overdosed .. " 


My brother probably has never been so close to a heart attack, as at that time. His hands immediately began 


to tremble. He looked shocked at his wife and realized that there was not a drop of exaggeration in her words. 
Call a cabl", he ordered and ran upstairs quickly as he never did. Exactly seven minutes later, he was 
downstairs, refreshed and dressed . The taxi was already waiting. At this time of day there was not too much 


traffic on the streets. He and Jan rushed to the hospital. 


They met there a shook-up Jason, whom doctors told to wait in the hallway for my family. 


He didn't have good information. 
He told my brother that my condition was critical, despite gastric lavage, which was made twice already. 


Doctors were given those tablets which | didn't manage to swallow, but they still couldn't figure out what 
exactly it was and how to detoxicate me. 


It needed some time, but | simply didn't have that time. They were pumping up my organism intensively, the 
view was awful, but he was allowed to look at me for a moment. 


Jason told me later that Jimmy fell on his knees by my bed and took my limp hand in his, as if in prayer. He 
didn't say a word, don't shed a single tear. 


Jason stood at the door and cried along with Jen Even doctors froze for a moment, moved by dramatism of 
that scene. Quickly, however, they asked all to leave. 


| started to wake up and choke, what | vaguely remember . 


Finally, when it was known what | took to kill myself, | was given a medication which, to a large extent, could 


neutralize the poison. 
It remained to have hope that | didn't damage my brain. 


They connected my body with pipes and cables, giving me fluids and medications which task was to keep me in 


a state of pharmacological coma. 


After disposing of one drug from my body, they gave me the other one, to help my body to endure the 


withdrawal symptoms. 


After several hours of fierce fighting with the time, doctors felt that my chances of survival increased so 


much, that they could move me from the intensive care ward to another, specialized, part of the hospital. 


However, they still had no idea what's going to be when | wake up. 
In the evening, Robert came to the hospital. 


He knew nothing about what happened to me, until his manager, Janice, called him. She saw those news on MTV. 
Robert picked up the phone and made some phone calls, until finally found out where | was. He got in the car 
and rushed to the hospital, where he found Jimmy heartbroken. 


He convinced Jimmy and Jason to go home, eat something and take some rest. He promised to sit in the 


hospital as long as it takes. 


The presence of several well-known people raised some stir among hospital staff, but on the other hand, it 


wasn't the first situation like that for them. 


Having their own toxicology ward, they've seen many famous people who overdosed some illicit substances, or 


"just" drank too much. 

Robert pleaded with the nurse to let him into my room. 

There, he sat on a chair next to the bed and stroked my feet. He was devastated by what he saw. 

In the day of the concert, he noticed that | was slim as a rake, much more than | was when we saw each 
other previously, and much paler, but it was nothing compared to my appearance in hospital. | had shades 
under my eyes, my cheeks were sunken, | had bruised and scratched body with cannula in the vein 

As he sat lost in thought, the doctor came in. She glanced at him and said: 

"You shouldn't be here. Who let you in?" 

"Please..", he said quietly. "Allow me to be with her .." 


The doctor knew who she was talking to, but she was adamant. 


"Mr. Plant, it is not a resort. This is a hospital, very specific, as you know. No one is allowed to sit here. Miss 


Page has the best care, believe me. ' 
"I believe. But | don't want her to be here alone. She's my friend. I'm worried about her. " 
"And you should. She's in a terrible condition Anyway sir, you are not a member of the family, are you? " 


"No, l'm not." 


"So please, leave the room. Information about the health of miss Page can be granted only to members of her 


family. X 


Robert couldn't argue with the principles of the hospital. Like a beaten dog he dragged himself to the waiting 
room. He didn't wait long. Jimmy changed clothes and got something to eat at home and went back to the 
hospital. Scarlet was with him. 


"Any news .°" he asked with audible fear in his voice. Robert shook his head. 


"They didn't let me stay inside. The doctor just kicked me out. No, Jim, don't do it." he added quickly, seeing 
that my brother is going to enter my room along with Scarlet. 


"Scarlet, wait here with me, please". 


Jimmy looked into friend's eyes and nodded. After a few minutes he left along with the doctor, continuing a 


discussion started in room. Robert got up and approached them. 
"Drugs are only one of her problems," said the doctor. 


"She's seriously dehydrated and malnourished. Her body is in such a condition as if she lived on the street. 
Sometimes cops are bringing to us such addicts. She has a nasal septum and mucosa in the fatal condition. She 


needs immediate help. Otherwise, probably she would not live long enough to see the end of the year." 
"God, | had no idea." slurred Jimmy. 


"Well, nobody ever caught her on injections, she didn't do that, we checked that. There were no traces of 
injections on her body, new nor old ones. Apparently she's taking drugs through the nose, or swallowing tablets. 


But her exhaustion is visible with a naked eye, Mr. Page. ' 


It was easy to hear a kind of reproach, reprimand in the doctor's voice . 

As if she wanted to convey clearly that she thought that my family wasn't interested in my state. | never 
accused any of them for that. We didn't see each other often enough to be able to notice that something 
wrong is happening to me. And my brother knew the best how exhausting was life on the road. 


"So we can say this attempt was a cry for help? Is this how you call it? "Robert asked after a long silence. 
"No, gentlemen" The doctor was very categoric. 


"You could call it a cry for help if miss Page took one or two pills more than usual and loosing consciousness 
was trying to call somebody for help. Or not. But she took almost the whole package of that stuff and behaved 
very quietly. 

This, gentlemen, it was pretty serious suicide. Except that this time it didn't work out. Without longterm 


treatment she will do it again. But next time, believe me, she will choose a more effective way. " 


